"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

plauded me. I will recite no more for you. [She takes
a chair from the wall and seats herself beside Louise^ on
her right].

CHARLES. He does not understand, Nell. Tell him
the story of the play, and why Montezuma says such
extravagant things.

NELL. But how can I> Rowley darling? I dont know
what it is all about: I know only my part and my cue.
All I can say is that when Montezuma speaks those
lines he drops dead.

FOX. Can you wonder that he does so? I should drop
dead myself if I heard such fustian pass my lips.

JAMES. Is it worse than the fustian that passes the
lips of the ranters in your conventicles?

FOX. I cannot deny it: the preachers are a greater
danger than the players. I had not thought of this
before. Again you unsettle my mind. There is one
Jeremy Collier who swears he will write such a book
on the profaneness and immorality of the stage as will
either kill the theatre or shame it into decency; but
these lines just uttered by Eleanor Gwynn are not pro-
fane and immoral: they are mad and foolish.

LOUISE. All the less harmful, monsieur. They are
not meant to be taken seriously; and no one takes them
so. But your Huguenot ranters pretend to be inspired;
and foolish people are deluded by them. And what sort
of world would they make for us if they got the upper
hand? Can you name a single pleasure that they would
leave us to make life worth living?

FOX. It is not pleasure that makes life worth living.
It is life that makes pleasure worth having. And what
pleasure is better than the pleasure of holy living?
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